Gust woe Flaubert Letters

Diamant by Paul de Musset (see the Revue des Deux
Mondes for September) ; (3) the vestibule of the former estab-
lishment of Nadar near Old England [sfctf], where one can
contemplate a life-size photograph of Alexander Dumas.

I am sure that you are finding me grouchy and that you
are going to answer me: "What difference does all that make?"
But everything makes a difference, and we are dying of hum-
bug, of ignorance, of self-confidence, of scorn of grandeur,
of love of banality, and imbecile babble.

"Europe which hates us, looks at us and laughs," said Ruy
Bias. My Heavens, she has a right to laugh.

CCLXXXIII   To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT

Nohant, 5th November, 1874

What, my Cruchard, you have been ill? That is what I
feared, I who live in the woes of indigestion and yet hardly
work at all, I am disquieted at your kind of life, the excess
of intellectual expenditure and the seclusion. In spite of the
charm that I have proved and appreciated at Croisset, I fear
for you that solitude where you have no longer anyone to
remind you that you must eat, drink and sleep, and above all
walk. Your rainy climate makes you keep to the house. Here,
where it does not rain enough, we are at least hustled out of
doors by the beautiful warm sun and that Phoebus invigorates -
us, while our Phoebus-Apollo murders us.

But I am always talking to you as to a Cruchard philosophic
and detached from his personality, to a Cruchard fanatical
about literature and drunk with production. When, then, shall
you be able to say to yourself: Lo! this is the time for rest,
let us taste the innocent pleasure of living for life's sake, of

327